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appropriate to himself the glory that   belonged only to his youthful master and to the god  he went and threw himself at the   poet's   feet, begging him to   compose   some  verses which   should be so sublime   that it   would be out   of his power   to   fit   them   with   an   accompaniment.   The   poet instantly   sang   a lyric in very   irregular   metre,   to which when the minstrel tried to play an accompaniment he failed utterly, and was so  overwhelmed with   humiliation that he was about to break his lute*on the ground; but Sambandhar took the lute and said to him: *O Brahman.*   why should'st thou break thy lute?   Can the praises of Siva the Supreme, and of Parvathi the mother   be measured by the strings of this   instrument ?     Can  the   greatness   of their  glory  be measured by the execution of thy hand? Take thy lute, and play, thy simple melodies with contented mind,   praising as best thou art able/     The humbled minstrel took his lute, bowed his head, and retired.
Perhaps, he needed a leason in that sweet unconscious humility that seemed to be not the least of the youthful devotee's admirable qualities. And now the poet is brought into closer connexion with several of the Siva devotees, of whom there seems to have been a succession from the time of Manicka Vachakar.J These all seem to have regarded him with the profoundest reverence and affection. It is a sweet picture - the child among the doctors.* We have seen it elsewere/
About this time he is said to have raised a Brahman Merchant from the dead.L One day, came there to meet him a devotee called Muruga Nayanar who was renowned for his devotion to the temples of Siva, which he alwayscanopy
